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This is the way in which Canada’s
:gn"ll timber harvest sceks the sea,
S At Quebee the rafts are broken up
. and the “sticks” are hauled through
“timber ports in the bows of tho vessels
“that shall bear it to the warkets of
, the Old World.

“HOMR AGAIN.”

\Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see,
My heart nutravellod, ever turns to thee,
—GounLusmTiL.

At Ottawa, Lawrence took leave,
not without much wmotion, of his
winter comrades and friends, for such,
with scarce an exception, they had
become.  He wrung Evans long and
warmly by the haud, and adjured him
to avoid the taverns at Quebee.

Fyans shook his hand and said, “I
gaess the only safe place for me is at
the North Pole, or somewhere clse
which the liguor has not reached, and
such places are hard to find."”

O’Neal took both Lawrence’s hunds
in his own and shook them, while the
tears ran down his faco. “Never
fear,” he said, “I've drvinked my lust
sup av whiskey, an’ I'll go an’ sce the
Methody pracher as soon as I get to
Quebee, an’ put meself under his care.
I feel as wake as an unweaned child,
not able to watk alone,” which, to one
who noted his huge bulk and inter-
preted him  literally, would scem a
rather astounding statement.

Lawrence received his  winter’s
wages from the ageut of the lumber
company at Ottawa, and found him-
self the possessor of more money than
he had ever owned in his life. He
felt an  honest, manly pride in the
fact that it was carned, every dollar,
by his own hands. He kuew what
hard toil it cost, and he determined
to muke it go as far as possible in
carrying out his cherished purpose.
The free gift of three times the
amount would have been a less valu-
able possession, without the lessous of
thrift, economy, and self-denial that
to well-balanced minds hard-earned
money brings.

At the camp, on account of his
superior education, Evans had been
employed much of his time as clerk,
accountant, and keceper of the stores.
After his accident at the “timber
jam,” which proved more serious than
it scemed at first,—-Lawrence, relieved
him of those duties, and had, from his
trustworthy character and obliging
manner, discharged thewy greatly to
the satisfaction of the foremnan and of
the entire camp.

M. Mc]utyre, the company’s agent,
to whom his fidelity and skill had been
reported, offered him for threo years
the post of clerk, ‘which would reljeve
him of much of the hard work of the
camp, with the promise of a hundred
dollars increase of salary each year,
and the chance of further promotion
at the expiration af that time.

“I am much obliged, Mr. Me.
Intyre,” replied Lawrence, “but I
cannot accepy the sitpation.”

“Hag yg opything else in view,

}
lnd 1" asked the kind-hearted Scoteh.

man.

With gome  hesitancy, Lawrence
told hun his purpose to usw his hard
earned mouney to pay his way for a
time at college,

“Vera guid; 1 wis twa winters at
auld  Marechal mysel'.  But what
thent Yell be gangin’ into the law
or phecesic belike : and enan’ wenteel
starvation instead o' carnin’ an honest
leevin' in business,.”

Lawrence wmodistly expluined  hiy
further hopo of preacinng the Gospel.

AR what'll yo get for that, zia l
may speer 1” nsked the ngent.

“ Perhaps a hundred dollars o year
for four years,” replicd Lawience,
“and then three or four hundied
wmore.”

“ An’ here 1 offer as mueh ns that
at the vern ‘urt, and before four
years double ns much.”

“If you were to offc me ten times
as much, I dare not take it,” said
Lawrence firly, yet respectfully. T
feel bound as by a promise to the dead,
a duty to the living, and an obligation
to my Maker.”

“In that case there's nae mair to
be said,” replied Mr. Melntyre. «If
ye're houn’ to starve, ye're gaun to do
it on high preenciples, Isee. I'll no
say yere no richt. JFaur ye weel an’
guid luck to ye,” and he shook him
warmly by the hand.

At the truly “general” store of
IFather Daily, Lawrence bought a new
suit for himself, stuff for a dress for
his mother, and some bright ribbous
for little Nell. In spite of himself,
he got a very good bargain out of Mr.
Daily, who gave him a very unbusi-
ness-like discount. At the village
bookstore, he bough Robinson Crusos
for Tom——n book he had long heen
wanting-—and a copy of Mrs. Hemans!
Pocms for his sister Mary.

In order to enjoy for a day longer
the company of Jim Dowler, to whom
tie felt his soul knit by tender ties, he
ook passage in a barge on the Rideau
Canal. The little cabin was a mere
box “ where ye cudn’t swing a cat,” as
Jun remarked.  “Dut then, nobody
wants to,” he added, *an’'so as we
can double up at night, what's the
odds 3"

While the Liurge was going through
the Jocks, the two friends strolled
along the bank of the canal, Lawrence
giving much good counsel, and Jim
thapkfully drinkin’ it in.

“I used to think that nabody cared
for Jim Dowler’s soui, but now I know
better, an’ Tl tey, God helpin’ e, to
save it, for yer sake an’ my sainted
mother’s, who's an angel in heaven,
an’ for my own suke.”

At night, they had litemally to
“double up,” so “cabined, cribbed,
contined” were they in the berths of
the barge.  Nextworning they parted,
Lawrence taking the stage for North-
ville. 1is emotisns, us he drew near
hoine, we shall not attempt to describe.

His coming was not expected, for no |
letters could be sent from the Mattawas !
He wathed rapaly up the garden
path, mtending to surprise the
mates ; but the love-quickened ear of
his mother recognized  his footstep,
and with the ery of delight *Thats
Lawrenee,” she rushed to the door,
seattering spools, thuanble, and work
on the earpet, —a home-mnde vne of
mgs. A moement more and the brave
bay wax tn his mother's arms. and a

long, loving embrace, hely as any ever
known on earUs, was s, s gister
Mary claimed her tarn, then httle
Nell and Tom, who svaried the per
formanee by daneing around the floor
with delight, aud then returning to
hug and kiss thar brother agam

“Thank God to be home agun,
wether dear,” he said. 1 want to
embrace ¥ou all at onee,” and he tried
to fold them all i his long, strong
arms.

“God bless you, my your
mother's pravers are answered at last.

“ How handsouer Mary has grown,”

son

sid Lawrence, after all enquines as
to each welfape over,
“Why, Mary, you're alimost as hand-
some as mother.”

“Thank you, Lawrence dew. | that's
the highest compliment you could pay
me” said the affectionnte girl.

“And these children, how they've
grown,” he went on folding one in
each arm. And a very pretty group
they wade, the great bronzed fellow,
the two fair children, and the loving
nother and sister banging on his
shoulder and stroking his hair.

“ But we must give you more sub.
gtantial welcome than this” said the
housewifely mother, and soon the
snowy cloth was laid, and furuished
with white bread, sweet butter, and
rich strawberries and (ream—¢ A
feast fit for a king,” I-.wrenco de-
clared. While Lo aid ample justice
to this dainty purveying, Tow brought
his slate to show how he could do
long division, and Nelly Lier Christinas
Sunday-school prize, and Mary her
clegant gold watch—‘s0o useful at
school, you know,” she said,—a pres.
ent for playing the organ in church;
and the mother brought,—well, she
had nothing to bring but the great
mother-love beaming in her rich dack
eyes, with which she feasted proudly
on her boy, and he busked in their
light with a fecling of infinite content,

Then the presents were distributed.
amid great glee and fresh caressos—
amongst the rest, a pair of embroid-
ered woccasing from Red Fawn for his
mother and tiny bark baskets of
maple sugar for the children. But
the bearskin rug made the greatest
sensation of ull, and the story of
Bruin's capture had to be told with
all its details, the mnother’s chieek
paling, and Tow’s eyes flashing from
time to time at the crisis of the tale.
The wolf adventure, Lawrence did not
tell for some time after.

Great gladness filled their hearta

other's were

It was after dark when ho arvived.

" xevonth,

favourite psxalin, the hundred nand
“0 give thanks unto the
Loed, for he s gowd, for lus mercy
enddareth f aver,” with aits exultant
refraan, 0O that men would pratse
the lord for his goodness, for his
wonderful works to the children of
men”  And sound was s sleep and
swset his dreams as he sank wnto his
*lowy nest in lua little attic chnmber,
fur which he had so often longed na
ho lay upon the spruce boughs wn the
lumber shunty on the Mattawa.  As
ho lay in the dreamy border land be
wween sleeping and  waking, he was
aware of u smntly fuce bending over
I, aud 8 wmother's kisc falling hahtly ‘
as norose leaf on iy fireled, and
muther's tear, not of sorron, but of |
Jov. fulling on his cheek, and hie e ed :
to be ngam a httie child i lus enib, 'I

watched over by a mothers Lave, and
his soul was tilled with a gieat content.

(v be continusd )
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Tho Little Ones.

Os1a a bittle lail
Wath a morsel of barfey bread,

And & fow spall fish,  “T'waeall he had,
So the disoplew s,

As they pluced bes ot before
The blegsead Master's feet

When, 0 from aat the wondrous store,
Five vhousand people cat !

Only a little chuld
Obeying the Savivur ¢+
Yuwlhding Ins heart, by s dended,
With his gifta and graces small.
Yet tirm with a purpose true,
And tilled wath a faith sublune,
The good that ittle cluld can do
May reach to the end of tiune.,
—dunt Adna.

-
NELLIE'S DAILY BREAD.

“Maxya,” said little Nellic one
day at breakfast, suddenly, “every
morning 1 pray to God to give me my
daily bread, but really it 15 vou that
gives it to me—isn't it 1"

“Jet us think & 1noment about
that, Nellie,” replied her mother.

“Wheye do I get the bread T give
yoult”

* From the baker, mammn.”

“ And he gets the flour out of which
he makes it fromn the miller, and the
miller gets the grain out of which he
wakes the flour from the farmer, and
the farmer gets the grain—--where dovs
the farmer get the grain, my little
girlt”

“Why, out of the ground,” said
Nellie.  “ Don't you remember Uncle
George was cutting whest and oats
when we were at the farm 1%

“Well, now, suppose that Uncle
George put grain in the ground, and
God sent po sypshipp, and no dew,
and no rain, would Uncle George have
any harvest1”

“Why, no,” said little Nellie.

“Then, you see, it i God, after all,

who gives us each day our daily bread ;
and when we have fruitful seasons
and plenty to eat, we ought to be
very thankful to our kind Father in
heaven, who never forgets to give us

that pight as Lawrcuce read bLis

what we peed.”
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